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THE plot thickens. Chris is behaving most
characteristically. Just when one most wants
to see him and hear about him, and when too,
all day long, the most beautiful considerations
and forcible arguments keep on occurring to
one as to why he should not go off into the desert,
he effaces himself, and only groans underground
like Hamlet's ghost. What is he doing ? Is
he spending his days in prayer and fasting ? He
has been to see me once, when he must have
known I should be at the office. Once I saw
him afar off at a concert, and he looked not as
if he were pondering over an anxious decision,
but full of secret m%th and pleasant anticipa-
tions. What can be done with anyone in that
frame of mind ? It is like a figure in the Pil-
grim's Progress, dancing down a by-path to the
little door in the side of the hill, with the smoke
oozing out of the crannies, and the smothered
sounds within. . . .

I was just writing thi$ when the culprit came
to see me; and things are worse than ever.   He
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